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DON’T JUMP’ 


b  dgdon Murpock, the origi- 
ON ANDREW. 


nal Insurgent, is n’t pleased 
at the attitude of ANDREW CaR- 
NEGIE on the witness stand. CARNEGIE, by his 
manner, “slapped Congress in the face insult- 
ingly,” according to Murpock. In other 
words, the Laird of Skibo was too frivolous- 
minded, too facetious in his manner, while dis- 
cussing the great problem of the Trusts. He did 
not seem to realize, again to quote the words of 
Mr. Murpock, that “in the matter of a solution 
of the Trust problem there is a great, deep, seri- 
ous national anxiety to know the truth.” A great, 
deep, serious national anxiety ! 
Well, maybe there is one now, 
but it is of comparatively recent 
growth, and Mr. CARNEGIE is 
not to be blamed if he isn’t 
aware of its existence. Its 
immediate’ predecessor was 
“the great American sense of 
humor,” a sense of which 
America was proud to boast, 
and which led to the widely- 
expressed belief that Americans 
took nothing seriously, not ever 
the Trusts which dealt in what 
they ate and wore. In being 
facetious before the Stanley 
Committee, in being irrelevant, 
in cracking jokes and “enjoy- 
ing himself immensely,” Mr. 
CARNEGIE probably did n’t 
know that he was displaying 
questionable taste, or slapping 
anybody in the face, to use Mr. 
Murpock’s expression. He 
probably felt that he was sim- 
ply spending a few hours in the 
company of some mernbers of 
Congress. And what the inferno 
was Congress? Nothing but 
the representatives of the great 
humor-loving American people. 
That was all. It was impossible 
for Mr. CARNEGIE to spring 
jests loud enough for ninety 
millions of people to hear, so he 
was perfectly willing to run 
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@artoons and Comments 


‘downto Washington and spring them on the peo- 


ple’s representatives, trusting to humor-loving 
newspapers to spread the fun around the country. 
Perhaps if Mr. CARNEGIE could be made to 
understand that there is “a great, deep, serious 
anxiety to know the truth” about the Trust prob- 
lem, he might assume an attitude less facetious 
after he recovered from his surprise, but as the 
matter stands it is not fair to jump on him. 
Like the Broadway theatrical managers, he 
thought he knew “ what the public wanted.” Be- 
sides, a Scotchman with a highly-developed sense 
of humor should be encouraged, not discipiined. 





THE END MAN OF THE STANLEY MINSTRELS. 
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[N these days of tremendous exs ) GLOUDING 
penditures nobody should bé | THE ISSUE. 
shocked at a suggested outlay by) ‘ 
the Federal Government of $ $00,000,000. 
But when the suggestion comes fom the 
Postmaster-General of the United States, and 
relates to the acquirement by the Government of 
all the nation’s telegraph lines, thé Tegomimen- 
dation has other phases beside its mere GOstli= 
ness to entitle it to attention. The Postmaster 
General would have Congress buy the telegrapl 
lines because under public own 
operation the citizens of the United "States 
would get cheaper Fates than 
they get now. Beadtiful solici- 
tude for the Americat pocket ! 
Coming from the Post-Office 
Department it is especially 
touching, because of the De-» 
partment’s sluggish i 
to the Parcel Post. Mi Hircu- 
COCK, whose proposifien it is 
that the Government? acquire — 
the telegraph lines,. if willing ~ 
to try out the Parcel Post ina 
small way and see if it ie praete 
cable. The facts that 1 i 
practicable’ in every other civi- 
lized country and helping” 


i 









mutual advantage, and iB 
this country the expres} 0mm 
panies have found it to 
intensely practicable, se 
to have made an i 
upon Mr. Hircucock We 
search for cheaper service for 
the public. Some day, possibly, 
Government ownership of tele- 
graph lines may be a burning 
issue, but just at present no- 
body is suffering because of 
the high cost of telegrams. 
Difficulties involving mon- 
opoly, speculative corners in 
food, and cold-storage hold- 
ups would be simplified, how- 
ever, by a Parcel Post, 
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THE BACKSLIDING OF BILL. 


“I cannot conceive any condition that could arise which 
would make me a candidate this year.”’ 
—From an Interview with Bryan, 


H, WILLIAM, don’t say No! 

Have n’t you got a “condition” about you? 
Figure how lonesome we’ ll be, Bill, without you. 

Realize that. +33 
Think how the billboards will yearn for your face; 
Platform and stage for your panther-like grace; 
Bill, if you love us, sit tight in your place ; 

Hang up your hat. 

Don’t—don’t say No! 


Oh, William, don't say No! 
Wherefore should YOU by “conditions” be daunted? 
You, who can make ’em whenever they ’re wanted, 
Quick,-in a pinch. 
Rouse ye! The laurel’s in reach of your brow! 
Ready to drop is the coveted bough. 
Hold up your headpiece! Don’t quit the game now. 
Bill, it’s a cinch. 
Don’t—don’t say No! 





Oh, William, don’t say No! 

Think of the emblems that quit, Bill, if you do; 
Emblems we love, whether. mascot or houdoo, 

Such is their fame. 
Take not away from us Bugs built of Gold; 
Cross made of ditto; Trust Barons cold; 
Wealth Predatory; Imperialists bold — 

Bill, it’s a shame! 

Don’t—don’t say No! 


Oh, William, don’t say No! 

Don’t be disheartened; be willing to run again; 
Even if licked, you can have all the fun again; 

Just think of that! 
Think of the lesson that Robert Bruce got 
Watching the spider—twelve times —was it not? 
Shall three little failures discourage YOU? Rot! 

Hang up your hat. . 

Don’t—don’t say No! 
A. 4... Folweil. 


AT THE NEW-THOUGHT. MEETING. 


* No’ dear friends,” said the high-priestess of the New Thought move- 
ment at the regular weekly gathering of her devotees, “let us close 

our physical eyes and open wide the 

eyes of our souls that the true 
melodies of life may come in and 
make us at oneness with the 
great heart of the universe. 
Let us spiritualize our senses 
and become forces of dyna- 
mic thought, projecting our- 
selves into the vast realms of 
infinite space beyond the 
conception of the finite 
mind but in harmony with 
the eternal verities. Itis only 
the serene soul that grasps the 
true meaning of existence and is 












aes able to strike the right keynote in the 

great harmony of life. Let us now 

SOMETHING TOLD HIM. strike the right keynote and set in 
THE Pup.—I've got a hunch that motion vibrations that become eternal 
I’m being followed! and penetrate the soul chambers of 


millions unborn and millions who have 
put aside earthly existence and have become a part of the protoplastic 
myriads eye hath not seen nor ear-heard. Let us rise above the mollusk 
and become the full-orbed moon, or as one of the stars of the universe, — 
let us. Do you get me?” And they said they did, 








IN ANCIENT ROME. 


Frrst ROMAN MATRON.— What a funny-looking costume on that 
woman!: Did you notice it too? 

Seconp Dirro.—Yes. It comes from some little barbarian 
hamlet out in Gaul that they call Paris. 


IF? 


BOUT 10.30, of a dark night, in the town of Elmsford, N. Y., 
an automobile slid up opposite the front door where lived a 
young woman who had decided that she wanted to elope. This 
sounds like a story. It is; but short, short. The young 
man of her choice—but not, alas! of her parents’ 
choite— was in the automobile. There was also a 
chauffeur, Elopement comes high — but what would 
the evening newspapers be without it? 

See the young woman now coming, skipping, 
down the steps. See her enter the automobile. Hear 
the derisive toot of the chauffeur, wha knows his busi- 
ness, and counts one extra dollar for. that derisive 
toot. Then what? You've guessedtt. The auto- 
mobile won't start. . The nightis cold. _ The motor 
is cold. Love shivers, and pulls his arrows closer 
around him. Feet get ald: And who—who 
under the sun which shines “upon loved and un- 
loved—who-can elope with cold feet? The girl 
goes back to the house. The boy goes back to the 
garage, there to pay, manfully, his score. 

But the interesting part of the story lies in the 
dim future. These young lovers may yet persist 
in their intention, but the chances are against it. 
They don’t run the-boarding-school too far away to 
suit the girl’s daddy. The boy has been taken in hand 
by his folks, by his chums, by the néwspaper paragraphers, and by 
old Father Time in person. 

It’s.a safe mathematical bet that these frustrated elopers will 
be married, five years hence, but notte cath other. And thén they can 
look back, once in a while, when domesticity irks, and slight differences 
of opinion arise,and the cooking doesn't turn out as the cook-book 
promised, and something is missing from the pay-envelope — they 
can look back. What will they see? An automobile standing by a 
curb. An automobile which won't go. A cold night. THAT 
NIGHT. And then the question which will not down, the 
fascinating speculation: ‘‘If that motor hadn't quit? If?” 
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BAG AND BAGGAGE. 


A LITTLE PROBLEM IN RATIO AND PROPORTION. 





MOSTLY US. 


@en years in the Federal prison at Atlanta 
was the sentence imposed upon the 
Reverend Frank W. Sandford, leader of 
the Holy-Ghost-and- Us Society of Shiloh, 





as he had received an intimation from God that very morning of what 
was going to happen. ‘The prison authorities at Atlanta now need only 
to keep their weather eyes alert to see that Us does not receive a set 
of files from the same confidential source. 


Freeman Tilden. 





Maine. The indictment under which 
the reverend gentleman was convicted 
was the causation of a number of deaths 
’ by failure to provide necessaries of life for 
persons who accompanied him on the Gos- 
pel cruise by his yacht Coronet, but the 
truth is that the rude unbelievers who con- 
stitute the Federal prosecution had long 
been promising the congregation at the 
Atlanta meeting-house a pastoral visit from 
this same patriarch. 

The- Holy -Ghost-and- Us Society, under 
the leadership of Mr. Sandford, has for years 
been one of the most remarkable examples of 
frenzied faith, mental insolvency, and wolfish greed 

anywhere in the world. There has been very little of 

the Holy Ghost; very much Us. And Us consisted of the Rev. 
Frank W. and his assistants, their families and chattels. Us pros- 
pered. Us used to deliver sermons composed of wild words, 
punctuated by leapings in the air, jumpings over tables and chairs, 
mentionings of impendihg doom, and passings of the hat. Us was 
credited with a thousand excesses, most of which Us probably did 
not commit owing to lack of time and the advance of years. And 
the tragic part of it, of course, lies in the fact that there are several 
hundred innocent persons, short on brains and long on faith, who are at 
this moment firm in the belief that Us is a martyr, and that he is going 
to pick oakum, or cobble shoes, or do whatever his Federal job may be, 
to save their souls. 

As might have been expected, the least surprised and abashed 
member of the Society, when sentence was passed, was the Reverend 
Frank. He simply announced that it was only what he had expected, 



























YYAAE 
AT THE SUMMER HOTEL. 


RURAL CONSTABLE (fo suspicious stranger).—1 got yer! You're a 
housebreaker, I betcher ! 

Tue INTRUDER.— Housebreaker nothing! I’m just going to sit a 
while in the only comfortable chair on the place. I was here all last 
summer without getting a chance at it! 


| 
| 
| 











' MERELY A LOOK-IN. 


“I’m not getting a fair show,” growled the one-night-stand 
operatic comedian. : 

‘* Ah, .cheer ap!” said the prima donna. 
the audience is getting!’ ' 


‘* Meditate on what 


‘ 
ALONE IN THE STORM. 


|" was bitter cold. The snow fell thickly and, driven by the wind, it 
beat relentlessly against the faces of those who were not sheltered. 
A wild night indeed. Mid-winter, and in the open country, and one of 
the coldest nights in the memory of the oldest’ inhabitant. 
- He stood not far from the wind- 
ing, snow-bound road, his face 
turned toward thehigh- 
way. A forlorn object 
in that great storm. . 

_ His old felt hat, 
jammed roughly on his 
head, but ill-protected 
his face and ears from 
the chilly blasts. He 
wore no overcoat, only 
alight and much-frayed 
-jacket, more fitted in- 
deed for summer 
weather than the zero 
temperature of that 
night. His hands were 
unprotected by gloves, 
while his trouseis, thin - 
and worn, flutteted 
about his legs. He> 

wore no shoes. - 

Inside the great farm, close 
by, the lights blazed: merrily, 
and through the windows, from 
which the shades were drawn, 
could be seen many young peo- 
ple. passing hither and thither. 
A merry country party—youth 
and laughter. 

And now through the storm 
others make their way to. the 
farm-house. They are bundled 

me up warm and comfortable, and 

defy the snow and the cold, They are happy in the anticipation 
of the joyful evening beforethem. Care and worry have no part in 
their minds. 

They do not know that close by stands that ill-clothed figure, 
with arms stretched appealingly forth, and if they knew there would 
be no pity in their hearts. 

For it was only the old farmer’s scarecrow. 


INFERENCE. 


THE GuiIDE.—Zis is extinct volcano. 
Eruptions stop more than hundred 
years ago. 

Farr Tourist (from Niagara 
Falls).—Dear me! And where are 
the power-houses? 


William Sanford 


THAT WHICH HATH CHARMS. 


AURICE MAETERLINCK, the Belgian authors 
dramatist, says he thinks music unnecessary. He q 
care for music. It is only so much notse to hi 

Perhaps Monsieur has heard too much unnecessary 4 
music. There isa deal of such. There is also much 
unpardonable, unreasonable, unjust, and unmean- 
ing sound which passes for music. Monsieur 
may be basing his conclusions on that kind. 

But if Monsieur could but hear the Ger- 

man. band that plays under our windows 
every few mornings he might wa ta 
the Apollo stuff. That German bani 

be. sure, they are Italians, but the ide 
originally Teutonic, so they shall ever 
German band. 4 

They are five: A rapid-fire corne, 
B-flat clarinet, trombone, alto horn, a 
bass tuba. The cornetist is a genius. He 
vead his notes, keep one eye upon the a 
ment windows, pick up nickels, and fii 


‘on the second floor, all at the same time. 


carries a piccolo in his breast pocket, to pro 
notes than the clarinet has concealed within it. ~ 
This trombone, be it noted, is the lazies 
world. He skips all the notes that call fo 
tension of his arm. Alto has a habit of wa 
airshaft, doing a fancy step or two. Tuba is 
who barely emerges above his instrument. He has ay 
he knows it. Ai little off the pitch—who cares? 
to produce a growling background of sound as @ g 
remarkable young man with the cornet. — Only oncéY as, 
ever seemed self-conscious, and that was when somebody 
quarter into the alley. Tuba did not see it, the rest 


Sor a moment Tuba knew that he was a soloist. 

that his role was obbligato—and he obliged, poco a poco, i 
e diminuendo, da capo, and all the rest. Shall we ever forgets 
Come around some 


“igre ; 


You don’t like music, Monsieur ? 
morning, and place your sensitive ear at our window. 
that there is music-——and music. 








- THE HYPNOTIST. 




















xperience is not running a Kindergarten, and twill not go out of its way 


instruct the pupils. 


‘to 























“THE BILLY Goar 





SoME WorTHY Successors TO ** THE GRIZZLY Bear” 


A KIND HEART ON THE BENCH. 


NE of the Kaiser’s sons— it is easy to 
forget their names, thank heaven! 
—was driving an automobile 
along a Berlin street — probably 
the Unter den Linden, it does n’t 
matter — at a pace which a 
policeman—his name doesn’t 
appear in the dispatches, and 
what difference does it make? —thought was 
far in excess of the law— whatever the speed 
law in Berlin may be. This sentence is fractured 
in four places; but who among you, that pore 
over the news of the day, 
can repeat a single item 
with greater confidence 
than this? Anyway, the 
point is that the young 
man who may — but prob- 
ably won’t—be Kaiser 
some day was arraigned 
before a police magistrate. 
The policeman gave his 
testimony. He had re- 
corded the speed of the 
roval automobile at, say, 
twenty miles an hour. 
The royal person gave 
his testimony. He was 
certain, because he had 
taken pains to look upon 
the speedometer at the 
time, that the car was 
traveling not in excess of 
four miles an hour. * 
“T do not believe you,” 
said the magistrate to the 
policeman. ‘“ Permit me 
to discharge you, if I may 
be so bold,” said the 
magistrate to his royal 
niblets. Or words to that ® 
effect. He probably felt that 
he was a courageous man not 
to have jailed the policeman for 
contempt, or disorderly con- 











St. PeTer.— Very. 
in electric lights over our gate. 


RlzzLy [RAR 
THE POETRY OF MOTION. 


duct, or arson, or something. But when he got 
home that night he probably said to his family, 
in a pleasant tone of reminiscence: “Ah, yes, 
something I forgot. I had one of the Kaiser’s 
sons up before me to-day.” “The Kaiser's son!” 
choruses the family, in subdued and fearful 
tones, looking toward the doors in dread expec- 
tation of a regiment of avenging soldiery. “Oh, 
yes, but I let him off easy this time; we must 
remember that he is a very young man.” 


HERE is no contempt like that existing 
between two people who know it all. 





A CELESTIAL SLIGHT. 


GABRIEL.— Was that spirit disappointed about something? 





He was an actor on earth, and expected to see his name 


CAIMPANZEER 


AND **THE TURKEY TROT.” 


CONTROLLING HIS TEMPER. 


a DON’T see why anybody should lose his 
temper in an argument,” remarked Mr. 
Debater. “I never do.” 

“IT ’ve noticed that,” remarked his wife. 

“What do you mean?” asked Mr. D. 

“Just what I said,” replied Mrs. D. sweetly. 

“Do you mean to insinuate that I lose my 
temper?” inquired Mr. D. aggressively. 

“I didn’t say so, did 1?” countered his 
Better Half. 

“ But you meant much more than you said.” 

“That ’s only an assumption on your part.” 

“Confound it! Can’ta 
man come into his own 
home without getting into 
an argument?” 

“7 don’t want to argue, 
my dear. I merely agreed 
with you, and now you are 
becoming angry with me.” 

“Angry with you?” 
shouted Mr. D. “Nosuch 
thing! I come in and casu- 
ally remark that I always 
keep myself. in hand, and 
you must needs try tomake 
a liar out of me!” 

“But you're proving 
yourself wrong right now, 
hubby dear.” 

“There you go, keeping 
up the argument and try- 
ing to make a fuss. I tell 
you I won’t have it! If 
you can’t talk without start- 
ing an argument and trying 
to make trouble I’m going 
to stop talking. with you.” 

“Well, for heaven's 
sake! You might as well 
stop now, then.” 

Mr. Debater met his wife’s 
smile with a glare, and left the 
room, slamming the door as he 
went. Roy R. Atkinson. 






































i SS i 










THE PUCK PRESS 


QUOTH THE RAVEN, “NEVERMORE.” 














“Wittle Bop 





PITTLe Boy_ 
Blue 





ve ITTLE Boy BLUE” has some very pretty music, a good book, and some excellent 

staging. ‘The cast is decidedly above the ordinary. Gertrude Bryan isthe best thing 

in the musical-comedy line this season. Not since Minnie Ashley left the footlights 
have we seen such a delightful little person on the light-opera stage. Imagine, if you can, 
a@ young woman with Minnie Ashley’s charm and vivacity, plus a little of the Maude Adams 
of Lady Babbie days, and you have Gertrude Bryan. There is nothing stagey about her— 
she’s “ real’ — the sort of a girl a fellow would like to show off at a college prom. and not 
mind in the least going broke to pay for the flowers and carriage! What a relief Miss 
Bryan is after an over-supply of two-thousand-a-week ladies whose sole claim to artistic 
ability lies in a piece of court-plaster located near the base of the spine and a next-to- 
nothing gown! If you think this sounds like a press-agent’s boost, drop into the Lyric 
Theatre some evening and see for yourself. If you don’t come away from ‘Little Boy 
Blue ” singing the praises of Gertrude Bryan, it 's a sure sign you ‘re growing old and blasé. 
Otis Harlan, as Dupont. the detective, is funnier than ever—and Mr. Harlan can be very, 
very funny at times. His dancing in the second act will put you in good humor for a week. 








Mande Odell, who plays Amaranthe, a crystal gazer, answering to the name of Lottie in 
private life, is equally good. She is blessed with a sense of humor and “one damn fine 
figger’’ as the gentleman who sat behind me remarked. _ Amaranthe inherits a rather 
tempestuous.nature. ‘* My father invented chilli sauce,” she explains, ‘‘and my mother's 
name was Paprika!" No wonder the poor girl had an ardent temperament. Charles 
Meakins as 7he Marquis makes a very clean-cut stage lover, and John Dunsmore does well 
asthe Earl of Goberdeen. Of course there is a waltz-song lugged in at regular intervals. 
Viennese waltz melodies have been done to death, and *‘ Love Never Dies" is reminiscent of 
all that has gone before. Some of the chorus work is unusually good. The business in 


“King of the Boulevards” is bully. ‘‘ You're Very Like Your Sister,” “ Flirt,” and the. 


medley of Scotch songs, are the best things in the musical end of the show. Some of the 
costumes — especially those in the Scotch scenes— are very pretty, but who ever picked out 
the gowns that are wished on the show-girls in the bal ‘Tabarin must have been out late the 
night before. They are pretty bad. ‘Little Boy Blue” is a good show and, with Gertrude 
Bryan to carry it, ought to be sure of a run, W. E. Hill. 





HOW TO TELL. 


F she is statuesque and tall, 

A frowning-Juno sort of girl, 
The kind to queen it at a ball — 

Be sure her name is Dimple Pearl. 






But if she ’s little and alert, 
The kind of girl you want to pet, 
A blithe companion and a flirt — 
Then it’s Augusta Antoinette. ates 
Walter G. Doty. ~~ : 
Je vA 24 


CONVINCING, INDEED. 


RIEND.——-Was your play much of a success ? 

AuTHOR.—Sticcess! Why, the women 

wept so that most of them went home with their 
true complexions. 


‘ 


TRUTHFUL ADVERTISING. 


_gepPSe how can you honestly advertise 
a fire-sale ven you haf had no fire? 
Isaacs.—Sure I did! I fired two salesmen 
last week. 
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THE DELICATE AUTO. : 


THE MAN IN Furs —Well, boy? What do you want ’round here? 
THE Kip 1n Racs.—TI was just goin’ to say if you ain’t got no blanket to put on yer 
radiator, you might let me sit on it and keep it warm. 











ae all that has been said, there are folks who will go on sowing 
the wind and expecting a crop failure. 
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THAT POLICE 











‘*Gee! I told the wife t’ leave a 
quarter in me pocket.” 














‘‘Now where’s me_ night-lunch 
comin’ from?”’ 











** Ach, der fiddle! P-l-e-e-c-e!”’ 














‘“‘Drop it, yer hound, or I ’ll 
brain yer!” 











**Thanks! I’ll take the dog to 
the station-house, believe me!” - 





fOr —, 











‘The idea of swipin’ de ol’ gent’s 
fiddle! What’ll you be doin’ next?” 


CURIOSITIES. 


MAKE a good speech, 
And nobody cheers me; 
I make a bad break, 
_ And everyone hears me! 


I write a good song, 
And nobody tries it; 

I turn out some trash, 

And everyone buys it! 


I dance rather well, 
And nobody’s boasting ; 

I slip on the floor, 
And I’m in for a roasting! 


I dress a Ja mode, 
And nobody truckles ; 

I wear an old hat, 
And everyone chuckles ! 


I work like a dog, 
And nobody praises; 
I slack up a bit, 
And I get the blue blazes! 


I pile up the dough, 

And the world is no wiser; 
I give away cash, 

And they call me a miser! 


I’m poor and I’m good, 
And nobody flatters ; 
I’m rich and. no worse, 
And they tear me to tatters! 


I talk like the rest, 
I am called a good fellow ; 
I deal in the truth, 
And they say I am yellow! 


. I bluster and swear, 
I could pass as a Quaker; 
I follow the Church, 
And they call me a faker ! 


I do as they wish, 
And I’m all on the level; 
I do as I please, 
I’m a son of the devil! 
Charles Irvin Junkin. 


se 


THE CAUSE. 


oe from the railway station 

just now I observed that nearly 
every man on the street was standing 
with his mouth open,” remarked the 
newly-arrived washing-machine agent. 
“Is there so little to do , 

“Plenty! Plenty!” remarked the 
landlord ‘of the tavern. “A plump 
little actress, that’s going to do some 
dancing at Hefty Mitchell's moving- 
picture theatre to-night, walked up the 
street a while ago wearing one o’ them 
new-fangled gowns you read about, 
and the gentlemen in question have n’t 
time to do anything else until she walks 
back down the street again.” 





AGREEABLE. 


(7 (timorously, on being presented 
with exorbitant bill). — Don't 
you think this is just the—er—least 
bit exorbitant ? 
Lanpiorp (d/andly). — Oh, yes; 
just the least bit, not very much. 


THE CULT. 


M*: Wayupp.—Then you think it 
is the coming religion? 
Mrs. BLast.— Undoubtedly. It has 
an excellent start. It has been in 
existence a year now and hasn’t been 


pinched by the police yet. 
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From an old print in La Telegrafie Historique. 


Napoleon’s Visual Telegraph 
The First Long Distance System 


Indians sent messages by means 
of signal fires, but Napoleon estab- 
lished the first permanent system 
for rapid communication. 


In place of the slow and un- 
reliable service of couriers, he 
built lines of towers extending 
to the French frontiers and sent 
messages from tower to tower by 
means of the visual telegraph. 


This device was invented in 
1793 by Claude Chappe. It was 
a semaphore. The letters and 
words were indicated by the 
position of the wooden arms; and 
the messages were received and 
relayed at the next tower, perhaps 
a dozen miles away. 


Compared to the Bell Telephone 
system of: to-day the visual tele- 


graph system of Napoleon’s time 
seems a crude makeshift. It could 
not be used at night nor in thick 
weather. It was expensive in con- 
struction and operation, consider- 
ing that it was maintained solely 


for military purposes. 


Yet it was a great step ahead, 
because it made possible the trans- 
mission of messages to distant 

ints without the use of the 

uman messenger. 


It blazed the way for the Uni- 
versal Telephone service of the 
Bell system which provides per- 
sonal intercommunication for 
90,000,000 people and is indis- 
pensable for the industrial, com- 
mercial and social progress of 
the Nation. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy 


One System 


Universal Service 











TIME, THREE A.M. 
Photogravure in Sepia, rz x 8 in. 
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Puck Proofs 


Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarsmann 





ASLEEP AT LAST. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
logue of Reproductions in Miniature. 


PHOTOGRAVURES 


FROM————_—_— 


Puck 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Adine PUCK ,- tow Yeti 
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Ir— 

If Woody Wilson only would— 
Of course I mean withdraw, 

And Wickersham would cease to slam 
Big business with the law, 

If Annexation Clark would hark 
Back to the timbers tall, 

And La Follette would stop his fret 
And kindly hush his bawl, 

If Our Great Mayor would only burst 
In some sublime ascension, 

And Bryan’s jaw forget to draw 
The Baalamites’ attention, 

If good Lew Shank should cease to prank - 
In mercantile gyration, 

And Gifford Pinchot stop his hot 
Aérations on the nation: 

If this could be, I ask of thee, 
Oh, nympholeptic muse, 

And peace again should come to men— 
What‘ would we do for news? 

—Evening Sun. 
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H. C. BUNNER: 


AN APPRECIATION. By Freeman Tilden. 


B lee word “humor” is one of the most elastic in our language; other- 

wise it would have been long ago fractured beyond the possibility 
of knitting. “Humor” is made to include everything, from the uncom- 
stockian yarns of Boccaccio and the-refined character delineations of 
Addison to the Katzenjammer Kids who explode a can of nitroglycerine 
beneath grandma’s chair. I once asked a man, unpretentious to literary 
tastes, for a definition of humor. “Anything that ain’t serious,” he 
said. There are worse definitions than that. 

But the trouble is that, in the popular conception, a humorist is a 
man who doesn’t take things seriously. Of course the reverse is true. 
A humorist, meaning a real humorist, is a man who does take things 
seriously—so seriously that he insists upon seeing defects as well as per- 
fections, and darkness as well as light. The optimist doesn’t do this; 
and so he lacks a sense of humor. The pessimist doesn’t either; he, 
too, lacks a sense of humor. To some men it is given to view life from 
many diverse angles, to know it in its fullest and ripest aspects, and to 
tell, with good-natured insistence upon truth, where we fall comically 
short of angelhood. Such a man was Henry Cuyler Bunner. 

I don’t know when Bunner was born, or where; or whether his 
folks had lived here a long time, or how he spent his Sunday after- 
noons. I could find out these things easily, but really I don’t care. 
All I need to know about Bunner I can get from his books and from 
the picture of him that Puck runs from time to time. I know that 
Bunner had an Eye. And I know that Bunner had the gift of speech 
in a remarkable degree. He could tell what he saw; and what he saw 
was a world full of genuine people, going up and down and around, to 


work, to play, to build, to tear down, to laugh heartily and shed a few 


tears now and then, and finally make their exit without too much fuss. 
I know that Bunner saw all of these folks with a kind, understanding 
eye, and he loved them a good deal, and he “joshed” them a little, as 
we say, by means of his most articulate pen. Bunner knew there are 
people in the world who are mean and people who are decent; lov- 
able and hateworthy folks; neutrals and whatisits, and the Godbe- 
praised and the Godforsaken. And likewise that the same man can 
be both mean and decent, and lovable and unlovable; which is to 
say that we’re -a shifting, changeable, multicolored lot, and we do all 
kinds of unaccountable things. 

Now, all this may sound rather trite and unimportant. That’s the 


GChe 








STILL A DRAKE. 

Albert G, Foster, alawyer of Madison, 
Georgia, bought some Indian Runner 
ducks. His wife and her father were 
out in the yard looking at them. 

“How can you tell a drake from a 
duck?” asked Mrs. Foster of her 
father. 

“The drake has a ¢urled feather in 
his tail,” the old gentleman replied. 

“‘Lord-a-mercy!” said Mrs. Foster. 
‘Suppose he should lose his feather?” 

“Well,” said her father, after think- 
ing over the matter for a minute, “he 
would still be a drake.”— Saturday 
Evening Post. 





Pears 

Pears’ Soap is made in a 
clean, sun-flooded factory; 
then stored a full year ina 
dry, airy place, before com- 
ing to you. 

Is it such a wonder it 
lasts so long? 


Established in 1789. 











A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit way I want it to sound; because with the trite and unimportant Bunner 
ee ee en lo of bitters by mail, was at home; by which I mean that he knew us all mighty well. He ! 
wrote some of the most delicious things about us that ever were writ. Pree | 2 wal z: i 


Tobaceo Habit Banished Bunner didn’t create great heroes; no. You know why, don’t you? a 








Because there are n’t any. He didn’t deal with the perils of the Frozen Belts | 
DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES ail North, and make Jack Armstrong walk from Dawson to Sitka in a snow- ney 


storm to save the lovely girril. No. That sort of stuff is a bit special 
after all now, isn’t it? Thatis, you and I don’t usually walk over that 
territory, with that heroic purpose, when we stretch our legs. He did n’t 
write any problem stories, except that he saw that the mere act of living 
is a big iriterrogation-point. Bunner wrote some humorous, fleecily 
humorous, stories, that give you a quiet laugh down in the diaphragm 


forms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money. Send 
for‘ our free booklet giving full information. 
Elders’ Sanitarium, Dept. 56 8t. Joseph, Mo. 











HENRY LINDENMEYR &- SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 86 Bleecker Street. 
Brancu Warenouse: 20 Beekman Street, 


Ali kinds of Paper made to order. 


H New Yor. 








—not a hoarse hoot followed by a blush of shame—stories that charm 
you from first word to last, and always leave you with some idea you 
can well afford to possess. 7 

You ought fo get acquainted with. Bunner if you don’t know him 
already. 1 would suggest that you try first his book called Short Sixes. 
Puck will send it to you, for a consideration,* and it will be the biggest 
treat —as I believe—that you have had for long and long. Short Sixes, 
a book bubbling from the spring of real humor, kindliness, and art. Of 
course, if you like the kind of “humor” which depends upon one man’s 
hitting another with two feet of bologna sausage, or a couple of cherubic 
infants trying to push each other down a coal-hole— you might not like 
Bunner. But—try Short Sixes first, and see where you stand. 


* One dollar, to be perfectly frank.—F. T. 


—Fliegende Blatier. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


FoLKs IN MAINE. 


The governor of Maine was at the 
school and was telling the pupils what 
the people of different States were called: 

“Now,” he said, “the people from 
Indiana are called ‘ Hoosiers;’ the peo- 
ple from North Carolina ‘Tar Heels;’ 
the people from Michigan we know as 
‘Michiganders.’ Now, what little boy 
or girl can tell me what the people-of 
Maine are called?” 

“T know,” said a little girl. 

‘Well, what are we called?” asked 
the governor. 

“Maniacs!” — Exchange. 
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THE KIND YOUR 
GRANDFATHER 
USED 


Note style 


2% bottling 


This is the 

Guaranteed 

Original 
ackage. 





: It is handled by the 
Fa dealers thruout the United States. 


, , | If you cannot find it we will tell you 


where you can be supplied right in 
your neighborhood. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co., 
Louvisvitte, Ky. 


| promised him a whipping to-night. 
| When the event came off just now he 


STILL THE BEST. 











From Sire To Son. | 
Grandfather Billings smiled covertly | 
when Billings Junior wondered where | 
Billings 3d, aged seven, got his tricki- | 
ness. “If I didn’t keep my eyes | 
open,” said Billings Junior, hotly, 
“Billy would outwit me every time. 
“This morning,” he continued, “I 


never flinched or yelled. ‘Pluck, pure 
and simple!’ said I to myself, mighty 
proud, for I wasn’t sparing him in the 





| least. But that wasn’t it at all,” he 
| concluded in disgust. 


“The young 
rascal had on three pairs of trousers,” 
“As I rememberit,” observed Grand- 


| father Billings, reflectively, “you used 
| to insert a small geography when a | 


‘good sound one’ was due you.” 
Youth’s Companion. 


First LittLeE SUFFRAGETTE.— 


| Don’t you want a dolly that talks? 


Seconp LitrLe SUFFRAGETTE.— 
No, I want one that breaks windows. 


| —The Sun, 


ALLEGED Humorist.— Can you 
imagine anything worse than a giraffe 
with a sore throat? 

Proven One.—Sure! A centipede 


| with corns.— Coyote. 





SceNs—OFFICE oF CrowpeD Hore. 
STRONG-MINDED Lapy (40 clerk).—1 absolutely decline to be accommodated 


in the appendix.—Punch, 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your getting 
the very best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


History Dipn’r REPEAT ITSELF. 


The cook for a well-known Seattle family left, and no other could be 
Obtained, so the lady of the house did the cooking herself, with such satisfactory 
fesalts that, after a month, her husband gave her a beautiful set of sables as a 
token of his appreciation of the good dinners he had enjoyed. 

Of course the neighbors soon heard of this, and when the cook left in 
another equally well-known family the lady of that house said to her husband: 

“Well, the cook has gone and I’m not going to bother to get another. 
I’m going to do the cooking myself, deary. 
Gave his wife when she did the cooking?” 

' And, putting her arms round his neck, she cooed: 


my cooking?” 


Black veil!” — Saturday Evening Post. 


CHANGE AND REsT. 
remarked a Market Street salesman as he met a friend 
a lunch café, “where have you been? I haven't seen you for the 


ip, Bill,” 


ie weeks.” 


said her husband, pushing her away, “you will get a long 


replied the vacationist, wearily, ‘I'll tell you. 
e recommendation of my doctor. 
he doc said I was nearly all in; had been working too hard. 
to go to the seashore for a change and a rest. 
e boardwalk got the change and the hotels got all the rest.” 
oked tired, and his friend believed him.— Philadelphia Record. 


You heard what Mr. So-and-So 


“What shall I get for 


| Write for AGWI NEW. 
inf 








Most Inviting Cruises 


The most F 2 sonllel sea trips this winter are Southern Cruises to the 


American 
fast, comfortable iecomnens of the 


that romantic region reached by the big, 


Atlantic, Gulf and West Indies Steamship Lines 


Direct Sailings to Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Texas, Florida, 
°tsta a ao 


‘ormation, 


TO FLORIDA. Daily except 
Clyde Line Sunday, calling at Charleston, 
Brunswick and Jacksonville, with connections 
for all leading Southern resorts. ‘The best way 
South,” From Pier 36, North River, New York. 


a beautifully 
describing 


H TO TEXAS, all points South- 
} Mallory Line west and Pade donnt. ' x- 


hilarating water route trip to Galveston, Key 
West, Tampa, St. Petersburg, and Mobile. 


| Only route New York to Texas without change. 


From Pier #, North River, New York. 


illustrated free 
the cruises of the follo 


steamship lines: 


fall of helpful travel 


$ Delightful 16-day cruise 
Porto Rico Line toand around the‘ — 


of Enchantment.” $110, covering all ex 


touéhing at principal ports. Send for booklet | 


information about railings, rates, etc. 
Offices, 11 Broadway, New York 


+ Luxurious twin-screw steam- 
Ward Line ships especially built for tropica 
travel to Bahamas (Nassau), Havana, Cuba 


Mexico, and Yucatan, with rail connections to 
all important interior cities, Wrive for booklets. 


General Offices, Pier 14, East River, New York. 


OR ASK ANY OF THESE AGWI TOUR BUREAUS: 


Philadelphia, 701 Chestnut Street 
New York, 200 Broadway 





Chicago, 566 Commercial Nationai Bank Building 


Boston, 192 Washington Street 


Take PUCK and Laugh | ! 





<p SUBSCRIBE FOR 


The Foremost and Most Widely 
Quoted Humorous Weekly 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





@ It-is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 


@ It is attractive picorially, becatise its. artifis are among the bea. 


@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political higtory of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comix 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


: Published Every Wednesday. 


I’ve been away. 
Seemed to be all run down and 
He 
I did, and here 





If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, 
ask him to order it for you. 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


NEXT WEEK. 





10c. per Copy. 





PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 


me a liberal package of sample copies 


General 


$5.00 Yearly. 
a, 


| 

















































new bunch —— 
For level was be in the bead — 
So Camembert Brown be invited to 
luncb, 
Bnd then to bis rival be said: 
‘“‘@le both are competing, it seems, 
for the love 
Of the lovely Anxmia Lee, 
Bnd it’s obvious, too, that sbhe’d 
smile upon pou, 
i Providing she frowned upon me.” 








But one day young Wiillougbby got a 





illougbby Smitb was a tony young sport, Still, eacb of bis rival was keenly aware; 


The pride of the village was be; So Willougbby ransacked tbe town 
Doung Camembert Brown was a very good sort, For gifts for the lady, expensive and rare, 
Bnd they botb loved Anxmia Lee. Bnd likewise did Camembert Brown ; 
They loved witb a frantic and feverish love, Eacb took ber to lectures and concerts and plays 
Wiitb affection unselfish and pure, Bnd for drives in bis neat runabout; 
Hnd one of them tbhougbt tbat tbe girl be bad caugbt, Every dap witbout fail they both camped on ber trail, 
Wibile the otber was perfectly sure. And they wooed ber in season and out. 


“Competition is wasteful, to tbat 
pou ’ll agree ; 
It bas often been proven of late; 
The ficld bere is open to just pou 
and me, 
Supposing we cosoperate? 
Dereatter, we'll take ber to one show 
a montb, 
Bnd on candy and flowers sbut down; 
1 will call on ber two nigbts a weck, 
80 will pou,” 
“ou ’te on!” answered Camembert 
Brown, 








‘Tbe scheme from the start was a brilliant success, 


So far as the two were aware; 

Each saved seven dollars a week, more or less, 
Bnd the lady did not seem to cate. 

Bt lengtb, by agreement, they asked ber to choose; 
Hnd then there was wailing and groans, 

For she flashed on the pair a petite solitaire, 
The gift of a fellow named Fones! 





Gordon Willson. 
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; are promptly relieved with inexpensive home treat- 
: LAKEWOOD HOTEL ment. It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tired- 
ness and disease. Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 
"MADE AT KEY WEST W. F. Young, P.D.F.: 423 Temple St. Springfield, Mass. 

The Hotel that made 


, ae j Lakewood Famous “ Wuar an awful cold your husband has... He coughs and sneezes all the time.” DRUGGISTS. 


“He-does, but it amuses the baby splendidly.”—Sourire. On OS NERY ST. 
_ LAKEWOOD, WN. J. 


| Now open under the direction 
: of Mr. Louis Frenkel, 
of the Hotel Kaaterskill, 
Kaaterskill, N. Y. 


Lakewood is one hour and 
thirty minutes from New York 
city, and for its climate, its pine 
trees, and its wonderful dry air 

» it has no equal. ’ 

Prospective patrons. going to ‘ 7. Wii 
Lakewood will find the Hotel ’ iN 
Lakewood one of the best man- hep +o Ui PA ha 
aged hotels in the world, ae {: r tie 

Special inducements will be = ' 
made for parties who wish to 
spend the season at this wonder- 
ful resort. 

There is also in connection with 
the hotel one of the finest 18-hole 
golf courses in America. 

The hotel will be conducted on 
the most exclusive lines on the 
American plan. 


F. H. NUNNS, Mer. 
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Wasn't RiGuHrT. 


An old man (if being 93 is old) 
~ walked along Kearny Street somewhat 
 Maboriously. Aithough feeble physically, 
‘there was an air of prosperity about 
"him. That was what attracted the 
; > * of a “touch” artist. 
“Say, mister,” said the tramp, com- 
ing up, “could you help a ed fellow Copies ce 
* to a meal?” Western Pacific Railway. 
> Fhe old man looked him over and 
et -exclaimed: “You ought to -be 
ashamed of yourself, coming to me for 
vhelp. Evidently you don’t know that 
am an orphan.”—San Francisco 


Chrmecie. 








Quite A HEeERoInNe. 
-*Really,” said the coy girl, “I think 
Vm entitled to a Carnegie medal. +] 
bb? 9 life the other evening.” « 
» The idea!” exclaimed. her friend.j 
— ee 
k Hansom’s. He said she 
mt live without me.” — Catholic 
\ Standard and Times. ‘ 














-Bunner’s Short Siecie 
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SHORT SIXES THE. RUNAWAY BROWNS 


They wil! delight all sorts and conditions of 


Will bring more than one rey on h even 
readers. — Pittsburgh J)ispaich. g 


from those unused to smile. —W., > S. Bulletin. 


MADE IN FRANCE MORE SHORT SIXES 


Though the creations are de Maupassant’s thestvle 
is Buntiér’s, and ‘we are well acquaintec with that 
quaint humor and origiuality.— Detroit Free Press. 


You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
haps, but never roar because they are ‘‘awfully 
funny.” — Boston Times. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.—JSoston Times. 





PRICE, in Cloth $1.00 per Volume. 





For sale by all Booksellers, Address: PUCK 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
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